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CHAPTER VilI.
(Contnied. )
The House That Jack Built,

ahe would not taks up the
cudgels against him, would
not seem to sountenance or
ocondons his offense by dla-
‘usaing {t from any angls
Whatsosver. And aho was ths more de-
tarmined to allow no degres of friand-
Moess, even in conversation, because
#he recognised the masterful quality
of the man. She told herself that she
could bave llked Roaring Bill Wag-
afl very well if he had not violated
what abe considered the rulea of the
gama. And she had no mind to allow
bls personality to sweep her off her
feat In the same determined manner
that he had carried hor into the wil-
dernesa. She was no longer afrald of
him. Bbe occaslonally forgot, In spite
of herself, that ahe had a desp-seated
grievance against him. At such times
the wild land, the changing vistas the
journey opened up, charmed her Into
ganuine enjoyment. Bhe would find
berself smiling at Bill's quaint tricks
of speech. Then she would recollect
that ahe was, to all intents and pur-
posen, & prisomer, the eaptive of hia
bow and spear. That was madden-
ing.

After a lapas of time they dropped
Into mnothier vallsy, and faced west-
Ward to a mountain range which Il
told her was the Rockies. Tho next
day A suowstoriy struck them, At
daybreuk the clouds were missed
overhead, lowerlng, and a dirty gray
An uncommon chill, 4 rawness of o1-
moaphore forstold the chunke. And
sbortly after they broke camp the
first snowflukes began to drift down,
slowly at first, then more rapidly, un-
]l the gracness of the sky und the

wosds were enveloped In the

white swirl of the storm. It wis not
cularly cold.  Bill wrapped hep

& benvy canvias coat, and plodded
on. Noon passed, and he tunds no
stop, If anything, he Increased his

et
th

Ppace.

Suddenly, late In the afternoon, thev
stepped cut of the timber into g ltile
clearing, In which the blurred outline
of a cahin showed under the wide
arms of a lealless tree.

The melting anow had  soake)
througl the coat; her fest were wot
with the clinging Makes, and e ohill
of a lowering temperature bod set
Hagal chattarlog,

Roaring Bill halted at the door and
lifted her down from Sik's back with-

t the formality of asking her leave

pulled the latchetring, and lod Nt

in. Beside the rude stone.flreplace
wood and kindling wem pllad In
readineas for use, Bill kicked the door
shut, dropped on his knees, and
started the fire. In flve minutes a
blazgs leapead and erackied Into

wide throat of the chimpey Then

he piled on more wood and turned o

“This is the house that Jack built”
he sald, with a sober face and a
twinkle In his gray eyes “This Ia
the man that lives in the house that
Jaok built, And this"—he pointed mis-
chlevously at her—‘“la the woman
who's going to love the man that Hves
ia the house that Jack bullt

“That's a llal” nhr ﬂuhn;)l stormily
"thro her chattering teoth,

"W"Jo‘l}t we'll 5o, he answered cheor-

fully. * here close to the fire

and ink?:rr l:gou:r:l!t things while I
the horses”

.‘:n?l“:rlthe t'ljut. ns went out,

whistling,
CHAPTER IX.

A Little Personal History.
AZEL discarded the wet coat,

and, drawlng a chalr up to
the fire, took off her sopping
tootgear and toasted ber
bare fest at the blaze, Her

clothing waus also wet, and she

wondered pettishly how In the world
shie was going to manage with only
the garments on her back—and those
dirty and torn from hacking through

the brush for n matter of two weelks‘.
toe her atandards tha
:ﬁor:m;hlng It with a vengeance,
But prosontly she gave over thinking
of her plight, The fire warmad her,
snd, with the chill gone from her
hod}. she bestowsd a curious glance
roundings.
“mh::-"::u turniture of a sort un-
xnown to her, tahlos and chalrs fluuh&
joned by hand with infinite labor an
yuds skill, mussive In structura, unii
holsterad with the =skins of wil
ts pommon to the reglon, Vpon
wills hung pletures, dalnty b]:n K-
and-white prints, nnd o water color
or two, And batween ths pletures
were nailed headns of mountaln sheep
und goat, thy antlers of dear and cori-
pou. Abova tho firoplace spread the
huge shovel hurna of & moose, bear.
ing across the prongs & shotgun and
l‘lnl!lln‘ rods, The center of the flovr—
itself, as ahe could &0, of hand-
onoo'thed logs—was lightened with &
great black mnd red and yvellow rug
of eurious Weave, Covering up the
bard surface surrounding It wore
beasakins, black nnd brown. Her feot
rested In the fur of & mouster silver-
tip, tur thicker and softer than the
pl?e of any carpet aver fubricated by
man. All around the walls raa
shelves filled with books. A wiltar
stood In one coroer, @ mandolin in
apnother, The room Wwas all of six-
tesn by twenty feet, and It was fOlled
with trophies of the wild=and books,
Excapt for the dust that had gathe
ared lightly in Jta owner's absence,
the place was s Bt and ¢lean as If
the housemidd hod but gone over It
Haxol shrugged hoer shoulders, Roars
ing Bl Wugntafll becuns, it any-

!

The Romance of a Cave-Man
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s e =

thing, more of an snigma than aver,
In the light of hia dwelling. Bhe
recollscted that Cariboo Msaadows had
m:udad him askance, and wondered
why.

Ha eama In while her gazs was still
roving from one object to another,
and threw his wet outer clothing,
boy fashion, on the nearnst ohair,

“Wall,” ha kald, "wae're hare.”

“Pleases don't forget, Mr. Wagstaff.”
aha replied coldly, “that 1 would much
prefer not to be here.”

He stood for a moment regarding
her with his odd smile, Then he went
Into the adjoining room. Out of this
he tly emarged druﬂn: n
small steamer trunk. He opened it
got down on his knesa and paw
over the contsnts. Hazel, looking
over her shoulder, saw that the trunk
was filled with woman's garments,
and sat amased.

“Bay, lttle parson,” Bill finally re-
marked, ‘it looks to ma an if you
gwld outfit yourselfl complelely right
ere."

I don't know that I oars to deok
myself In anot’ ar woman's finery,
thunk you'" sh. returnsd rversely.

“You'll fesl a whole lot tter able
to cope with the situation,” he told har
smilingly, “when you get soma decent
clothes on and your halr fixed. That's
a woman, And you don't need to feel
squeamiah about thess things. This
trunk’'s got a history, let me tall you.
A bunch of simon-pure tenderfest
strayed Into the mountaing west of
hure a couple of summers ugo, There
were two women in the bunch. The
youngest one, who was about your
Ao and sige, must have had more
than her share of vanity, I guess she
figured on churming the bear and the
mooss, or the simple aborigines who
dwell In this neck of the woods. Any-
bhow, she had all kinds of unnecus-
sary fixings along, that trunkful of
stuff In the lot. You can imagine
whit a nice time thelr gpuldos had
packing that on a horss, eh? They
got Into a deuces of & pickie finally,
and had to abandon a lot of their
atuff, among other things the steamer
trunk. 1 lent them a hand, and they
told me to help myself to the stuff

Bo 1 did after they wera out of the |

eountry. That's how yon come Lo
hinve & wardrobe all ready to your
hand,. Now, vou'd be awful foollsl o

act ke o mean and atiff-necked fo-
mnle person. You're not going to, are
you?"' be wheodivd, “Hecause | want
to make you comfortabla. What's the
usn of getting on y dlgnity over a
little thing ke clothes™*

He dlvappear«d into the kitehen end
of the house, and came back with a
washbasin and a pall of water,

“Your room s now ready, madam,
an' it pleass you." He bowed with
moek dignity, and went back dnto the
kitchen.

Hazel heard him rattiing pots and
dishivs, whistiing cheerfully the while,
Hhe cloged the door, and busied her-
self with an fuventory of the tender-
foot lady's trunk. In it she found
cverytiung needful for a ocomplete
change, and & variety of garments to
boot, Folded in the bottexn of the
trunk wis a gray cloth sakirt and a
short blne wilk kimono, There was a
coat and akirt, too, of brown oordu-
rey. Hut the feminine instinct as-
sorted [taelf, and she lald out the gray
akirt and the kimono,

For a dresser Roaring Bill had fash.
foned & wide sholf, and on It she
found a toilet net complote—hand
mirvor, military brushes wnd sundiy
arteles, backed with silver and en-
gravod with his initials, Perhaps with
i spice of malice. she put on a few
extri touches. Thore would be somoe
small satisfaction In tantaligine Wil
Wagstaff—aven If she could not help
ferling that it might'be a dangerous
gpame,  And, thus arrayed In the
weaapons of her sex, she slipped on
the kimono, and went into the Hving
room to the cheerful ow of the fire,

As a cook Roaring Bl Wagstaf?
hod no ecause to be ashamed of him-
self, and Hagel enjoyeda the meal, par-
ticulnrly sines shin had eaten nothing
since slx In the morning.

“I try to make the place hamallke,"
he told her as they finlshed dinner.

“I'p te now It has lacked only one
1:-:“ D¢ you ever bulld alr cas-
tlea™*

“No,” Hazel answered untruthtully,
uneasy at the trend of his talk.

“Well, T do,” he continued, unper-
turbed. "Lota of "em. But mostly
around one thing—a woman—a draam
woman—because I never saw one that
seemed to fit In untll I ran acroas
vou,”

“You had no right to kid mae,"
Hazel cried, -
“You had no business getting lost
and makin It possible for me to
carry you off," Bill replied, “lsn't that

logic?"

"Il never forgive you,” Hazal
flashed. “It was treacherous and yn-
manly. There are other ways of win-
ning a woman,"

“Thers wasn't any other wav open
to me." Hill grew suddenly moody.
“Not with you In Cariboo Meadows.
I'm taboo there. You'd have got a
history of me that would have made
you cut me dead: vou may have had
the tale of my mlsdaeds, for all I know,
No, It was Imposalhlae for me to get
acqualnted with you in the conven-
tional way. I knew that, and so |
didn't make any effort, Why, 1'd have
been at your slhow when you left the
suppar tahlis at Jim Briggs's that night
If I hadn't known how It would be,
went thers out of sheer curlosity to
take a look at you—mayba out of a
spirit of deflunce, too, because | knew
thit 1T was cartainly not welcoms even
If they wers willing to take my money
for & meal. And | eame away all up
In the air. There was something
about you—the tone of your volee, the
way your proud little head Is set on
your shoulders, your make-up In gon.
erial=that sent me away with a large
slzed grouch at myself, at Cariboo
Mendows, and at you for eowming la
my way."

“"Why 1" she nskod In wonder,

"Hocausa you'd have believed what
they told you, and Cariboo Meadows
can't tell anything about me that lsn't
bad," he sald quletly, “My record
there makes me entirely unfit to asso-
ointe with-——that would have been your
conclusion. And I wanted to be with
you, to talk to yow, to take you by
#torm and make you like me as I felt
I sould curs for you. You oan't have
grown up, little person, without real-
I¥ing that you do atiraoct men very
strongly. All women do, but some far
more than others,"

“Perhaps,” she admitted eoldly.
"AMen have annoyed me with the!r un-
waolcome attantlons, But none of them

ever dayed go the length of gerryiog
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*You see,” BN conoluded, “this olv-
Mantlon of ours, with 1ta culiar
business ethics and 1ts funny ittle ale
of Importance, is & comparatively e«
cent thingek—a product of the ket two,
thres thousand yearm, to give It Its
full historia walus, And mankind has
beon a great many milllons of yours 1o
the making, all of which has been
spent under primitive conditions. He
that we are a8 yol barbarians, sav-
Ages even, with just a Nitla veneer.
Why, man, am such, in only beginning
to gt a glimmering of his relation to
the universe, Pahaw, though! 1 didn’t
sol out to dellver a lecturs on evolus«
tion. But, bellove me, little person,
I tho that any great good or hap-
nineas 4 resnit from my belng
alnewhere,
fallows In
thera with both fest.
you'd be more tmunlbrmnl‘l
ware to get out and try to set
world afire with great deeda™

“That wasn't the question” shs re.
turned, distantly, trying, as she al-
ways 4id, to keep htm off the per.
sonal note,

“But it I8 the question with me,” he
declared. “1 don't know why [ let you
go on fouting me.” He reached over
and caught her arm with a grip that
made her wines, The sudden leap of
passion Into his oyes quickened the
beat of har heart. "I could break you
in two with my hands without half
trvl you as the cave men
tamod thalr women, by maln strength,
But 1 don't—by reason of tha amme
peculiar feeling that would keep me
from kicking a man when hes was
down, 1 suppome, Littie ?-u-:m. why
can’t you ke me better?

“Hoonuss You tricked ma”™ sha re.
tortad, hotly. “"Becauss 1 trusted you,
and you used that trust to lead me
further astray. Any woman would
hate & man for that. What do you
suppose—you, with your knowledgs of
life—the world will think of me when
1 get out of here T

But Roaring Bill had collected him.
solf, and snt smiling, and mads Do
reply. He looked at her thoughtfully
for a few seconds then resumed his
reading of the Mad FPhiloscpher, out
of whose essays ho seemed to exiract
& great deal of qulel amuscmenil

A duy or two after t Hasel cams
into the kKitohen and féund Bill plitng
towels, nApkins and & ETeat quantity
of other aolled n.a.rudtl on an outs

read tabloclot v
l""'-'m.'.-u." -hohln:‘mn;ﬂnt are

il Lo
“‘I"'[‘:,'..“"Nn to the laundry,” he
Janghod. --conﬂtn our dirty duds
bri them forth.”
“o?mn y!i" Hazel echoed. It
rather & far-fetobed joke.
wBurel You ¢ without having
rover w
go along fo o re

do you't'
‘l";m::a‘: .u.sll::' housework, ?:c :‘h::
draw the line at a U S wous

1 don't have to do it

T g :: brought but her socumula-

garments and inid them o8
the .ﬁt Bill tisd up the four cor-
pors of the tablec

me away agalnst my will,
explain or excuse that "
“I'm pot attempting excuses,” Biil
made answer. ‘“There are two things
I never do—apologizse or bully. 1
disre say that's one reason the Mead-

You can’t

ows give me such a black eye. In
the first place & very great Injustice,
didd @ ve uever taken the trouble to

explain to them wherein they were
wrong. | came inta this country with
A partner slx years ago—a white man,
it ever one lived—about the only real
man friend I ever had. Ila was
known to have over threa thousand
dollars on his person. e took sick
and died the second year, at the head
of tho Peacs, in midwinter, 1 buricd
bim; couldn't take bim out, Some-
huw the yarn got to going in the
Meadows that 1'd murdersd him for
his money, The gossip sturted thers
because we had an argument about
outfitting while we weres thore, and
roasted sach other s only real pals
can. So they got it into their heads
I killed blm, and tried to have the
provineind pollos lnvestizate, It mado
me hot, and so [ wouldn't explain to
anybody the circumstances, nor what
becames of Dave's three thousasnd,
which happened to ba flve thousand
by that time, and which [ sent to liis
mother and sister in Now York, as he
told me to do when he was dying,
When they got to hinting things; thes
next time I hit the Meadows I start.
ed In to clean out the town, 1 think
I whippsd about a dozen men that
timea, And once or twice every ssason
since I've been ln the habit of drop-

Ing In there und ralsing the very
avil out of sheer ressntment. It's
& wonder soma fellow hasn't killed
me, for It's a fact that I've thrashad
every man in the bhlamed place sxcapt
Jim Briggs—and some of them two
or threo times, And 1 make thom lins
up at the bar and drink at my ox-
pense, and all that sort of foollsh-
ness,

“That may sound to you Ilke real
depruvity,” he concluded, "but 1t's &
fuct In nature that & man has to blow
the stenm off his chest aboutl every so
often. I have got drunk In Cariboo
Meandows and 1 have ralscd all manner
of disturbances there, partdy out of
pure animal spir and mostly be-
cause | had a grudge againet them,
Consequently I preally have given
them reason to look sekance at any

I one—particularly a nice girl from the

East—who would have anything to o
with me, If they weren't a good doeal
wfrald of me and always laying for i
chance to do me up they wouldn't let
me stay in the town overnight, Bo v
ean see whot a handionp [ was under
when It eame to making your ac-
quuintance and ecourting you In the
orthodox mann "

“You've made a great mistake,”™ whe
sald bitterly, *if you think you've re-
moved the fmndlmp, I've suffered n
great deal at the hands of men In the
rnm six months, I'm bhegioning to be-
leve that all men are brutes at heart *

Rearing Bill sat up and clasped his
hands over his knoes and stared fixed-
Iy into the fire,

“No,” he sald slowly, “all men are
not brutes—any more than all women
arc angels. I'll convinoe you of thai”

“Take me home, then” she cried
forlornly, “That's the only way you
oan eonvince me or make amends.”

“Neo,"” Bill murmured, “that {sn't the
way., Walt tlll you know me better.
Besides, 1 couldn’t take you out now
It 1 wanted to without exposing you
to greater hardships than youw'll have
to andure hers. Do you realize that
it's full And we're in the high lati-
tudes? This snow may not go off at
all. Bven if it does it will atarm
agiin belore & week, You ooulda't

wallow through smow to your waist in
40 bolow gero weather.”

CHAPTER X.

Winter—and a Truce.

N llos with Roaring Bill's
forecast, the weather cleared
for m brief span, and then
winter abut down In ear-
nest. Successive fulls of

#now overlald the earth with a three-
foot covering, loose and feathery ia
the depths of the forest, piled 1o hard,
undulating windrows In the scat-
tered openings.  Dally the cold In-
croased, Ll a half-ineh layer of frost
stovod on the cablo panes, The ould,
Inlsnse, unramitting, lorded it over a
vast realm of wood and stream; lakes
and rivers were locked fust under foe,
and through the clear, siill nights the
aurora flaunted Its shimmering ban-
ners across the northern sky.

But wilhin the cabin they wers
soug and warm. Hil's axe kopt the
woudplle bigh. The two freplaces
shone red the twenty-four hours
through. Of flour. tea, coffes, sugar,
boans and such stulf as could only be
gotten from the outside he had &
plentiful supply. Potatoes and oer-
taln vogetablen that he had grown in
& oultivated pateh bebind the oabin
were stored in a deep cellar, He
could nlways sally forth and get meal.
And the lce was no bar to fishing, for
he would cut a hols, sink a small net,
and secure overnight a week's supply
of trout and whitefish, Thus thelr
material wants were provided for,

An time passed Hazel gradually
shook off & measure of her depreasion,
thrust her uncasiness and resentment
Into the background., As a matler of
fact, she resigned horself to getting
throuxh the winter, sinca that was in-
ovitable. She was out of the world,
the only world she knew, and by rea-
son of the distance and the anows
there was scant chance of gelting
back to that world whila winter
gripped the north. The spring might
bring salvation, But spring was far
In the future, (oo fur ahead to dwell
upon, As much as possible she re-
frained from thinking, wisely con-
tenting herself with getting through
one day afler another

And In so doing ahe foll into the way
of dolng littla things about the houss,
finding speadlly that time flaw when
she husied herself at pome task o the
Intervals of delviug In Noarlog BIl's
library.

Bhe could oook—and she did. Her
firat meal oame about by RErace of
Roaring Bill's absence. He was hunt-
Ing and supper thme drew nigh. Bha
grow hungry, and on the Impulse of
the moment turned herself looss In
the kitchen—largely In a mood for ex.
periment. She had watched 111 make
ull manner of thin in his Dutch
ovens, and ohserved how he prepared
meat over the glowing ooals often
enourh to get the hang of It. Where.
fore, her first meal WaAs & Wuccess,

When Roaring Bl came in, an hour
after dark, be found her with chevks
rosy from leaning over the fire, and
a better meal than he could prepare
all waiting for him, He washed and
sat down, Hazel diseasdod her flour-
sivck apron und took her place oppos
site. Hill mudes Do comment untii he
had finished and lighted & olearette,

“You're certainly a jewel, little por-
son,” he drawled then. “"How many
more accomplishmentsa bhave you got
up your sleave?"

“Do you consider ordinary cooking
an accomplshment?’ sbhe returned
lightly.

“1 surely do,” he raplied, “when |
remember what an awful moss 1 made
of it on the start. 1 ecertalnly did
wpoll a lot of grub "

After that they dividod ths houss-
hold duties, and Hazel forgot that she
had vowed to make Hill Wagstaft
walt on her hand and foot as the only
ponalty she could Inflict for his mjs-
deeds, It sesmed petty when she con-
sldared the matter, and there was
nothing petty about Hasel Welr, If
the chance ever offered phe would
make him suffer, but In the mean-
tima thersa was Do use to ba childish.

Bhe did not once sxperienca the
drear loneliness that had sat on her
like a dead welght the last month
befors she turned her back on Gran-
ville and 1ts unhappy associations,
For one thing, Bill Wagstaff kept her
intellegtually on the jump. He waa
always precipilaling an argument or
disousaton of pome sort, In which sha
invariably came off second best, Hiw
seope of knowlsdge astoninhed her, as
did his language. Bl mixed sling,
the collogquinliams of the frontier, nnd
the terminclogy of modern sclentific
thought with guaint mpartiality.
There waers times when he talked
clear over her head, And he wnn by
turns serious and boylsh, with always
a saving senas of humor, Bo that she
was otarpally discovering new sldes
to him,

The other ref for her wans his
store of books. Upon the shelves shae
found many & treasure-trove—books
that she had promised hersell o rond
some day when she could buy them
and hnd lelsure. Roaring 1511 had
ocollocted bita of tha world's besp in
poetry and fletion; and last, but by
no means least, the books that stand
for avolution and revolution, philo

sophy, ecomomias, soclology anid 1ha p

kindred aclences. 1L was pot o«

derly. He could put hia finger on ony
book he wanted, but op his shelves
lika am not she would find a voluras
of Haeckel and another of lobbie
PBurna slde by sde or a Inst vear's
noval snuggling up axalnst g frealine
on mocdal peyohology, Blie tould not
understand why o Man-—i Voung mian
—with the
digest the stuff that Roaring Do
frequently becams  {munersed In
should choose to bury himsel® in the
wilderness, And once, In an un-
guarded moment, she voloed that
gquery. Il closed a volwne of Niate-
sche, marking the place with his

el
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intellectuad capacity to o

forefinger, and looked at her thought-
fully over the book,

“Wall,” he aud, “there are one or
two good and sulllclent reasons with
which you, of courss, may not agree,
First, though, Vil venture Lo sasort
that your Jdea of the tature and pur-
pone of lite wa we humans know and
experience It ia rather hagy, Have
you ever serivialy waked yourself why
wo exXint a8 eotitives at all? And, see-
g that wu do Hod ourselvos pos-
sosded of this exislance, whal con-
atradns us to act along ocrtain Unea?™

Hauzel shook nor head, ‘That was an
abstraotion wikeh shic had puver cons
sldered. She had beon two Lusy Living
1o make a coritical ansdysis of Ufe
She had the averako girl's conception
of lite, whan she thought of L at all,
s a state of being born, of growing
up, of macrying, of trying to Lo hap-
py, and witimately—very remotely-—of
dying. And she had also the convens
tional tdea thal sclvity in the world,
the world aa shic know it, the dolng of
big things by o publle or semi-publie
Wy, wad Lhe proper sphare for people
of exceptional ability. liut why this
should be su, whet law, patural or
fabpricated by man, made it so she
had nevor asked herselif, She had
found It a0, and taken W for granted,
Roanng il Waeslaff was the frst
man to crise har path who viewed the
srugkle for wealth and famo and
power aa other than inevitibie and
desirable.

“You see, Hitlo person,” he want on,
“we have sowe very definile requlre-
menta, which coms of the will to live
that dominates all Weo, We must sat,
wo must protoct our bodics against
the elementa, und wa need for comfort
some sort of sheltar, But in securing
these casentinia to self.preservation
where 8 the difference, except In
meihod, betwean the banker who ma -
nipwlates millionas and the post-hols
digger on Uwe farm? Not o darned
bit, in reality, They're both after ax-
aolly the mumne thing—asecurily agnlnst
want., If the post-hole digieer's wanta
are satisflod by two doilars a dny ha

e goettlng the same resnlt as the
banker, whose standard of living
crowds hin big Inc Hoaving ge-
cured thy sasentiads, then, whnt 19 the
n urge of ife? MHappiness. That
h vir, binigm us Lo @ tiore absieant
queation,

T the maln, though, that's iy nn-
WP o Your nuestinn,  More | osn ae-
It s lf i wd 1wl { M

tor . d con onnlly ot th whips
wl tn i e i Ix - 'L|‘i|f
I and 4t e potten without a
patiy larceny struggie with my fellow
e Here 1 exploit only noturn] r
pourees, tnko only what the carth hne
sl iy provided Why whontld 1
| o e smioke and sopdld elurter
of a tawn when [ love the i ot
i ? e b ohtizen i the o
with . sound mind and o siron
healthy bo il the anly obillenten
any of g bk to socloly 1s not ¢ (L Y
burdgn on soolaty. Bo [ v 1 th#
wilids the groator part of the vear; |
keen my muscles in telm, and [ have
wiwiys food for myself and for any
chunce wayfarer—and [ can lonk ev-
pryhody In the eye and tall them to g
i tha flery regtons Af I happen (o feel
that way What business would 1
havae running & procery store Oor 8
bank or & ronl eatate offlee when all

my Instinets rebol nealnst 117 What
normil holng wanta to be chilned to a
Aol betwesn four wills sleht orF ten
hours o day PMfty weeks In the year?
1’1 bt a nickel thera was many i

time whon you wem elacking n type-
wrlteer for n Uving that 'l have
wiven anvihing 'o get out 4An the
grean fiolds for o while, Isn't thut
0™

Hazel admitied (&

‘91‘-‘:' 1f we oan't
“Now,” snid he, lol’s see
fit you oul for & mors or h-duun&n:
walk. You stay in the house toge ard
too much these days. 'ﬂlll-!m g
businoms. 'Nouuu like exsrcise

r'
‘n';::u:lm a few minutes Hazel fared
forth, wrapped in Bill's fur umtil ™
flap-oared cap on her head, and on her
fost several paire of stockings inside
mocoasins that Bl nad procured from
pome mysterious source & day or twe
befors,

o Aay was sunny, albeit the alr

wi:li.!bllni:,"lth mull:{nd- of ﬂostlug
froat particies, and the tramp throug
the forost speedily brought the roses
buck to her cheeks. Bill carried the
bundle of HUnen on hia  back, wand
trudged steadily through the woods
Hut the riddle of his deatination was
noon read to her, for a two-mile walk
brought them out on the shore of &
tair-mized lake, on the further aide of
which loomed tbhe conleal lodges of an
ndlun camp,
: “You mabe now? sald he as they
eronard the ica. "“Thia bunch generally
comes in hera about this time, and
atuya till spring, 1 get the squaws to
waah for me. Ever see Mr, Indlan en
hin native heath T

Hagel never had, and ahe was duly
intarcated, even If a trifle shy of the
red brother who stured so fixedly, She
antered a lodge w i h [, and listensd
to him make lanndry arrangements in
broken Engliah with & withersd old
boldms whbose [eatures resembled a
hatm that had hung overlong in the
smoke-house, Two or three blanketed
bucks squatted by the fire that sent
{ts blus smoke streaming out the apex
of the lodes,

“Heap fine squaw!™ ons suddenly
.dd;i‘nud Bill, “"Where you ketch-
um

Bill laughed at Hazel's confusion
“Awny off." He gestured southward,
and the Indian gruoted some unintal.
iteihle remark 'n hls own tongue—at
which Roaring Hill laughed nxgulin,

Hofore they started home Hill suo-
eeeded in purchasing, after much tall,
A pudr of mocoasins that Hazel conosd.
ed to be a work of art. what with the
dninty pattern of heads and the ornm-
meaentation of ealoresd porcupine guilia
ler femining sonl could not oavil
whan THI thmiet them In the pocket of

Fer cont

i aven If her mind was ant
nmminee rent] s o
g b pting any peace tokena at
And sn 'n tha nesring sunist they
went boma through the frosthitten
15, whora the snow erunchol and
sptealeed undor thelr fast, angd the
hranclien Yiroko off with a pistol-like
Aty g 'nothey were bent aside
A hundred vards from the ihin
il o« Honged her to n raoe she
refined Lo pun, and he ploked her up
hadlly, and ran with her ta the very
tooe,  He lald her a second befora he
t her down, and HMazel's faes
“hltenrd Bhe oould foel his hesnthy
he eek, and she enuld fanl his
ma quiver, snd the rapld beat of his
rt | AN Instant she thoupit
I ring | Wausta®® was nheut (o
ke the colossal mistake of trying
tor Kima her
L * met her pently on her font
i opened the door And by the
tima Ne had his heavy outepr clothes
M and the Ares atarted Up he wis
talking whimsically ahout shelr In-
dinn nelghbors, and Hose! hroathed
marn frenly. The clearest Imprassjon
thit ahe hnd, salda from her brisf
panls, was of his strength. He had

run with her as caslly as If she bad
been a child

Ailer that they went ot many
tiines torether il toek her hiunt-
ing, fnltiated her Into the mysteries
of rifly shooting and the manipulation
of n plx shooter. He taught her to
walkk op snowshoes, lightly over the
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surface of the crusted snow, through
which otherwise sha ﬂnun&md. A
port of truce aross batween them,
the days drifted by without untowasrd
incldent. M tended to hin Borses,
shopped wood, carried water, Bhe
took upon herself the cara of the
house, And through the long eve-
nings, In dofauit of conversation,
they would it with a book on sither
side of the fAreplace that roared de-
flanes to the storm mods without
And sometimos Tarsl would find
herself wondering why Roaring Bill
Wagntaff conld not have come llla
her life in & differont manner, As
was—she never, never would forgive
him,

CHAPTER XI.
The Fires of Spring.
HERE came a day when the

meotallio brillancy want oult
of the sky, and it becams

of aloul fonted up wi
wind, At 10 o'dlock &
rlotoualy through the
midoight Hazsel wakoned to & sound
that shoe bhad not
Hhe rose and groped
window, The
vanished from the panes.

unhooked the
the window out, A
damp, warm wind blew
‘halr acrons her face.
through the casement, and
culd water siruck her bare neck.
which she had beard was Lhe drip-
ping caves. The chinook wind droned
Ma spring song. and the bare boughs
of the trea beside the cabln waved
and creaked the time. Homewhore,
distantly, & wolf Lifted up his volee.
and the long, throaty howl awelled (n
a lull of the wind, It was black and
#hostly outsdde, and strange, mur-
muring sounds rose and fell in the
surrounding forest, as though all
dormant of the North was awak-
oning.at the moasonal change.
:ﬁﬁc:u %0 window eid wenl back e

E
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At dawn the eaves had consed thelr
drip, and tha dlrt roof was luld bare
to the cloud-banked sky. ¥From the
southwest the wind atill blew atrong
and warm. ‘The thick winter mar-
maont of the enrth moftencd to slush
and vanished weth amazing swifinoss.
Btroama of water poured down evary
depression, Pools #tood betwesn the
house and stable. Bpring had Teaped
strong-armed upan ald winter nnel
wnquished him at the fiemt onalnnght.

All that day the chinook hiew,
working ita magic upon the land
When day broke again with a elear-
Ing aky, and the sun peored between
the cloud rifts, his beams fell upon
vast areas of brown and green, where
but forty-elght hours gons there was
the cold revalry of frost sprites upon
far fAung Neld of anow, Patohes of
earth steamed wherever a  hillside
lay hare to the sun. m e8nms mys-
terious distance a lone crow winged
his wav, and, perching on a nearby
trea top, cawed raucons gresting.

Hazxol cloared away the breakfast
things and lonking out the
kitchen window. Roaring Bill sat on
a log, shirt aleaved, smok'ng his p
Presently ha went aver to the st
Ind ot his horses and wave them thelr
liberty. For twenty mintites or so he
atood watching thelr mad capers as
they ran and leaped and pranced back
and forth aver tha clearing. Then he
walked off into the timber, his rifie
over ana ahoulder

Hazel washed har dlshes and went
ontside, The cahin sat on a bench-Hke
formation, a shoulder of the mountain
behind, and she cout
westward aoroes miles and miles of

timber, darkly gresn and merging
Into purpls in the distancs. It was a
beautiful land—and lonely. She &4

not know why, but all at once a ter-
ribla  feallng of utter forlornness
selzad her., It was spring-and also
it was spring in other lands, The
wildernens guddenly took on the char.
notaristics of a prison, and she sen-
tencad to molitary confinement thareln,
Hhe rebollad asninst It

agalnset  her surroundings. against
the mannesr of her haing thers, axainet
evervthing. She hated the North, she
winhed to ba gona from it, and most
of nll #he hatod BI Wagstaft for con.
straining her presence thers. In
months sha had not seon &

nor apoken to a woman of her
hlood. Out beyond that sea of forest
lay the big, active world in which she
belonged, of which she wos a
and she falt that she must get some-
whaers, Ao something, or go mad.

All the heavinasa of heart, all the
romentment she had felt in the firet
faw duys when ahe followed him per.
foree away from Cariboo Moadows,
pamn hack to  her with radoubled
faree that forenoon, She went back*®
inta the house, now gloomy without
a fire, slumpsd forlornly (nto a obalr,
and cried herself into a condition ap-
proaching hysteria And shes was
sliting there, lier head howed on her
hands, when Bill returned from his
huntinge. The sun sent a shaft through
the south window, a shaft which sest.
el on har drooping head. Roaring Bill
wilked softly up behind her and put
wnd an her shoulder,

hin }

“What is i, lttle person® he asked
gentiv

She refussd (o answer

“Lite's oo short to wasta any of It
in belng waclessly miserable. Come on
out and go for a ride on Silk. I'll take

you up on a mountainside, and show
you g watorfall that leaps three hun-
dred foot In the clonr. The woods are
waking up and putting on their East-

or bonneta, Thero's beauty every-
whore, Come along!

Sl wrenched herself away from
l. m.

“I want to go home!" she walled.
I hate you and the North, and everys

ilng in it 1f ¥ou've got a spark of
manhood teft in you, you'll take me
out of here™

NRouring Bl backed away frems
her, s
(To Be Continued.)
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